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BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCH OF MRS. WARREN. 
( Continued from fage 190. ) 

The accounts that have been given by spectators of the 
events of that night are extremely interesting. Many, no doubt, 
went there with aprepossession, raised by the unfavourable reports 
of her personal appearance ; and if lofty stature were indispen- 
sibly necessary to a heroine, no external appearance could be 
much less calculated to personify a Thalestris than Miss Brun- 
ton’s—but the mighty mind soon made itself to be felt, and eve- 
ry idea of personal dimensions vanished. ‘ The audience,” 
says a British author, “ expected to see a mawkin, but saw a 
Cibber—the applause was proportionate to the surprise: every 
mouth emitted her praise, and she performed several parts in 
Bath and Bristol, a phenomenon in the theatrical hemisphere.” 
Though the trepidation inseparable from such an effort dimi- 
nished her powers at first, the sweetness of her voice struck 
every ear like acharm: the applause that followed invigorated 
her spirits so far that in the reciprocation of a speech or two 
more, her fine clear articulation struck the audience with sur- 
prise, and when more assured by their loud approbation, she 
came to the speech: 


« Melanthon, how I loved, the gods who saw 

«¢ Each secret image that my fancy formed, 

«“ The gods can witness how I loved my Phocion, 
«“ And yet I went not with him. Could I do it? 
“ Could I desert my father ’—Could I leave 

‘“ The venerable man, who gave me being, 

« A victim here in Syracuse, nor stay 

“ To watch his fate, to visit his affliction, 

‘ To cheer his prison hours, and with the tear 

“ Of filial virtue bid each bondage smile.” 
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She seemed to pour forth her whole heart and soul in the words, 
and emitted such a blaze as filled the house with rapture and as- 
tonishment. Ina word, no actress at the highest acme of popu- 
larity ever received greater applause. Next day her perform- 
ance was the topic of every circle in Bath. Horatio in the Ro- 
man Father, and Palmyra in Mahomet, augmented her reputa- 
tion, and in Jess than a month the fame of this prodigy, for such 
she appeared to be, had reached every town and city of Great 
Britain and Ireland. 

It was natural to imagine that such extraordinary powers 
would not be long suffered to waste themselves upon the limited 
society of our country towns. Mr. Harris, as soon as he receiv- 
ed intelligence on which he could depend, upon the subject of 
Miss Brunton’s talents, resolvedeto be himself an eye-witness 
of her performance, and set off to Bath with a view, if his 
judgment should concur with that of the public of that city, to 
offer her an engagement at Covent Garden. To see her was 
to decide ; he resolved to have her if possible, and lost no time 
to make such overtures at once as could not well be refused. 
These included an engagement at a very handsome salary for 
her father ; her own of course was liberal—mwhen one considers 
how long Mrs. Siddons had appeared upon the stage before she 
cot a firm footing on the London boards, one cannot but be 
astonished at the rise of this lady at one leap from the threshold 
to the top of her profession. It is worthy of observation that 
the real children of nature generally burst at once upon the 
view in excellence approaching to perfection ; while the mere 
artists of the stage lag behind, laboring for years, before they 
attain the summit of their ambition; when their consummate 


art and their skill in concealing that art (ars celare artem) if 


they have it, entitles them at last to the highest praise. Mrs. 
Bellamy was one of those children of nature. Before she ap- 
peared, Quin decidedly gave judgment against her: yet the first 
night she performed he was so struck with her excellence, that, 
impatient to wipe away his injustice by a candid confession he 
emphatically e xclaimed, * My child, the spirit is in thee.” Gar- 
rick it is said never surpassed his first night’s performance : and 
the Othello of Barry’s first appearance, and the Zanga of Mos- 
sip’s never were equalled by any other actors, nor were ever 
surpassed even by themselves. 

Suc h was the impression made by this phenomenon, even be- 
fore she left the country for London, that the presses teemed 
with tributes to her extraordin nary merit, in verse and prose. 
Learning poured forth its praise in deep and erudite criticism— 
Poetry iavished its sparkling encomium in sonnets, songs, odes, 
and congratulatory addresses, while the light retainers to litera- 
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ture filled the magazines and daily prints with anecdotes, para- 
graphs, bon mots, and epigrams. In a word, there was for 
some time no reading a newspaper, or opening a periodical pub- ‘ 
lication without seeing some production or other addressed to 

Miss Brunton. 

It was on the 17th of October, 1785, that Miss Brunton made 
her first appearance at Covent Garden theatre in the charac- 
ter oi Horatio. The public had anxiously looked for her, and 
the house was crowded to receive her. It would be superfluous, 
and on!v going over the same ground already beat at Bath, to 
describe Miss Brunton’s reception on her first appearance in 
London. Suffice it to say, that plaudits and even exclamations 
of delight were, if possible, more rapturous and more inces- 
sant at Covent Garden than at Bath. Of the reputation thus 
quickly acquired, she never, to the day of her death, lost an 
stom; but continued to perform, in different parts of England, 
with accumulating fame, till her marriage deprived the people 
of England of her taients. 

Mr. Robert Merry, a gentleman well know in the literary 
world, and rendered conspicuous by some pretty poetry pub- 
lished under the name of Della Crusca, had the honor of ren- 
dering himself so agreeable to Miss Brunton, that she suffered 
him to lead her to the alter. He was of a gentleman’s family, 
and received his education under that mass of learning, Doctor 
Parr ; was a man of brilliant genius, amiable disposition, elegant 
manners, with a fine face and person. Being a 602 vivant 
and a little addicted to play, as well as to other fashionable and 
wasteful frivolities of high life, his affairs were in a very unplea- 

| sant state, but for this there was an abundant remedy in his wife’s 

| talents; and perhaps, (with her aid) a little in his own too. 

—--- — - Family pride, however, forbid it. He was much swayed by his 
relatives, particularly by two old maiden aunts, who were, or af- 
fected to be wounded at his marrying an actress. Nothing but 
his withdrawing his wife from the stage could assuage their 
wrath or heal the wounds, and Mrs. Merry, in a spirit of obedi- 
| ence to her husband, and of amiable feeling for his situation, 
which will ever do honor to her memory, complied ; and as soon 
as her engagement at Covent Garden expired, in 1792, left the 
stave, to the great regret, and a little to the indignant contempt 
for the old ladies, of the whole British nation. 

Mr. and Mrs. Merry, soon after paid a visit to the continent, 
where they lived for alittle more than a year, when they return- 
ed to England, and settled in retired life in the country, and 
there remained till the year 1796, when they removed to Ame- 
rica. Mr. Brunton, the father of Mrs. Mérry, was, no less than 
the old ladies alluded to, and on much more substantial grounds, 
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averse to her marriage with Mr. Merry, and still more to her 
coming to America. In obedience to a higher duty, however, 
She followed the fortunes of her husband, and with the most 
poignant regret left her native country and her father, to sojourn 
in a strange land. On the 19th of September, 1796, they sailed 
from the Downs, and on the 19th of October following, landed 
at New-York. 


(TO BE CONTINUED.) 





FOR THE HIVE. 


ONESIMUS. 


No. 9. 





* Dum vivimus, vivamus.”—HoRAce. 

“If ye live after the flesh, ye shall die; but if yes thro’ the 
spirit, do mortify the deeds of the body, ye shall live.”—PauL 

That there 1s a vivifying principle in divine love, no one, who 
has common sense, will deny; and that its renovating power 
was largely felt by the happy cottagers, may appear from their 
conversation. However, as ** we have this treasure in earthen 
vessels.” it is Hable to variations, to ebbings and flowings, al- 
hough its presence may always be felt in a degree. 

Tiey ceturned, each to the labour allotted, having learnt the 
lesson, which Christ alone can teach ; namely, true contentment, 
a lesson which all the teachers, who came before him, were 
constantly learning, and never able to acquire a knowledge of, 
how plausible soever their doctrines. In truth whatsoever lovely 
O 


r desirable in them, engaged the inquiring mind, was dorrowed 
or ion trom * the low of the spirit of life,” and concealed 
under the heaps of rubbish which they named fAzlosofhy. Well 


mivnt the great 7'eacher assert, then, that “ all who came before 
hin were (At. ves and robbers.”’ 

‘Time, on his swilt pinions hastening, had now borne to “ the 
‘ears beyond the flood,” another precious cargo of days, alike 
ree from drawback ; when the subject most Interesting, save 

Was with unusual earnestness renewed, and the long 

_— Lorenzo caused a deep sigh from the bosom of Resigna, 
vuich was arrested by her sympathising companion.‘ Can 
it be, that we were deceived in our own feelings, when 
our hearts glowed with expectation of our boy !”—“ Nay, (said 
Fi le 70) we have too iong know n the voice of Truth, toapprehend 
any deception. Our finite understandings, beclouded by our pase 
sions, estimate the ways of providence imperfectly ; ; “he is not 
slack, although we may account him so; he is faithful, and he 
cannot lie. I am yet disposed to await his will, and douot not 


that” ———— 
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A rapping at the door now interrupted their conversation, 
and a servant respectfully inquired if /idelio were the tenant of 
the cottage. Aesigna’s heart throbbed with sensations not to be 
described, when she saw a /etter delivered by the messenger, who 
Speediiy departed. With the firmness of a christian, he opened 
it, and his eye soon caught the signature of Lorenzo. -“ It is 
enough, (exclaimed he) our son is yet alive, we shall see him 
before we dic’”’—This epistle is from his own hand”—* Read it 
—do read 1t”—gsaid the anxious mother—* let us know where, 
and how Oh ! insupportable *” 

He then proceeded to read, as follows : “ After a long, and 
I had feared a fruitless inquiry, have I been informed of the retreat 
of ail that my soul holds dear on earth ; and hasten thus briefly 
to announce to them, that on the morrow, I hope to embrace 
the feet of my much honored, and beloved, though long for- 
saken and aggrieved parents. Farewell. 








LORENZO.” 

The weight of solicitude, thus suddenly withdrawn, affected 
Resigna with what physicians term a syncofie ; and had it not 
been for the Aofe of soon embracing her darling, which as a 
cordial called back her powers, she must have yielded up the 
small remains of life. 

When she had recovered her strength, she poured forth her 
acknowledgments of gratitude to the source of goodness, and 
then first began to query in her mind, how she could for a mo- 
ment have doubted the veracity of that God, who had so oft and 
so miraculously revealed himself to her. But she expressed 
her surprise, that Lorenzo had not been more explicit, and that 
he had omitted to mention where he then was. However, being 
favored to regain her wonted equanimity, she gave up to wait in 
patience the hour so fast approaching, when, with her Fidelio 
she could exultingly strain to her bosom the sole object of their 
earthly love, “ who was dead, and is alive; who was lost, and 
is found.” 

ONESIMUS. 





THE SEQUEL TO THE “ AMERICAN VOLUNTEER’S FAREWELL.” 
Farewell! farewell, my soldier brave! 
Thy Mary’s parting blessing take ; 
Nor heed me, though I fondly rave, 
And sigh as though my heart would break : 


For trust me, love, I could not brook 
To see thy cheek turn pale with fear: 

To know that thou for me forsook, 

The path, to honor ever dear. 
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Yet, William, yet, one moment stay ; 
One litle moment give to love : 

I have a thousand things to say, 
And must thy sweet forbearance prove. 


Forgive my tears, oh! do not frown— 
Clasp your dear infant to your heart: 

Oh! hours of bliss, for ever flown ; 
Must we for ever, ever part ? 


Hush! hush, my infant, weep not so, 
*T was but the brazen trumpet’s blast; 

Thy father, dear one, needs must go, 
And hope, and love, and joy are past. 


The trumpet sounds—farewell, farewell ! 
My valiant soldier takes the field ; 

His nerves with proud emotion swell, 
His noble heart knows not to yield. 


And Mary press’d her darling boy, 
Her bosom fill’d with deep despair ; 
Her eye emits no beam of joy, 
And this her daily, hourly pray’r : 
«“ Spirit of goodness, guard his life, 
«“ And turn aside the vengeful blade ; 
«¢ And though my William joins the strife, 
“ May mercy still his heart pervade. 


“ For dearer than the victor’s crown, . 
“ And brighter than the morning ray, 

‘It swells the warrior’s high renown, 
“ And sweeten’s life’s protracted day. 


“ Oh! may his child be taught to shun, 
“ The path of glory stain’d with gore ; 
«¢ For what avails the battle won, 
« When life and all its joys are o’er ? 


¢¢ And what is honor’s boasted name ? 
“ And what is vict’ry’s flow’ry wreath ? 
“ A painted pest—a morning dream— 
“ A wand’ring light, which lures to death.” 


Thus Mary mourn’d, of hope bereay’d, 
And William foucht, for he was brave ; 































THE HIVE. 


And whilst her breast with anguish heav’d, 
Her hero found a blood-stain’d grave ! 


As light’ning quick, the tidings spread, 
And many sunk beneath the stroke ; 
Life, transient life, for ever fled, 
Its “ silver chords” and chrystal broke. 


And this thy triumph, horrid war! 

“ Affection’s bleeding heart to rend,” 
To mock at mis’ry, and afar 
Death, ruin and distress extend! 


eny?is. 





The raillery of 4ddison (says the Port Folio) is inimitable. 
The severity of his reproach is always tempered by the sweet- 
ness of his smile, and he is the merciful judge, who reluctantly 
and with some sorrow, pronounces the sentence of the law, not 
the bloody executioner, who destroys the criminal. His lam- 
poons upon the ladies are never malignant, and the most impa- 
tient temper wiil not be ruffled by such gentle reproof as the 
following. 

‘¢ Lavinia is reduced to such an extremity of despair, by the 
inconstancy of Philander, that she tells me she writes her letter 
with her pen in one hand, and her garter inthe other. But the 
ladies are often vexed with still greater cares. I have knowna 
muff, a scarf, or a tippet, become a solid misfortune. A lap- 
dog has broken the hearts of thousands. Flayia, who had buried 
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a a ES five children, and two husbands, was never able to get over the 
Bags te loss of her parrot. How often has a divine creature — ee 
ee; into a fit, by a neglect at a ball, or an assembly ! Mopsa has 
* kept her chamber ever since the last masquerade, and he 
aes greater danger of her life upon being left out of it, ae — 
Ser ae rinda from the violent cold she caught at ‘it. Many a — af 
3 fetched a sigh at the flourish of a cane, and been ruined Y : e 
| tapping of a snuff-box. It is impossible to reckon up al the 
se virgins who have fallen a sacrifice to a pair of fringed gloves. 
“© Womankind are carried away with every thing that Is rea! 
and with what delights the eye more than any one species 0 
cliving. crectance. tial teal li al 
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The judge was rich, the sheriff poor, 
Papa preferr’d his lordship, 
aes And Mammon scorr’d for Cupid’s lure, 
3 Old Squaretoes deem’d a hardship ; 


But Miss, whom rank nor wealth could move 
To be by doatard bedded, 

pc For if Jack Ketch had gain’d her loves 

eee Oia The hangman she’d have wedded, 


A Said, “¢ Since to love, and cherish too, 
Was wedlock’s institution ; 

B Judgment may have its weight with you, 

te ei But I’m for Execution !” 
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